T he moft lamentable Tragedie 

Tri, Let me difpute with thee of thy eftate 
Ro. Thou canft not fpeake of that thou doft not f ee V 
Wert thou as young as 1 ,Mtet thy loue 0t tecIe > 

An hour but married,!?^*# murdered * 

Doting like me, and like me baniHied’ 

Then mighteft thou fpeake, * 

Then mighteft thou teare thy hayre. 

And fall vpon the ground as I do now, 

T aking the meafure of an vnmade graue. 

Enter Nurfe,and hockes. 

En. Arife one knocks,good Romeo hide f h v Mfe ' 

n Not f’ u nlcfI r the brcath ofha «ficke grones* 
Mift-hke infold mefrom the fearch of eyes. S 

Theyknot'ke. 

^ Ha r kehw t h« y Wkcfwhofethmjta, arife. 
Thou wilt be taken,ftay a while , ftand vp, 

r> n , . Sludknocke. 

Kun to my ftudy by and by,Gods will 
What fimplenefle isthis.T come, I come, 

Kmcke. 

Who knocks fo hard^whence come you?whats your will? 

X7 Enter Nurje, 

Fri . Welcom e then, 

Nht. O holy Frier, O tell me holy F rier, 

Wheresmy Ladies Lord,wheresffe^ 

Frt. There on the ground, 

With his owns teares made drunke, 

N*r. O he is euen in my Milfrelle cafe, 

J nft in her cafe. O wo full limpathy: 

Pitious predicament, euen fo lies fhe, 
blubbring and weeping,weeping and blubbring, 
o ra nd vp, ftand vp,ftand and yo u be a.man, 
ror tiheis fake,for her fake rife and ftand: 

Why lhould you faliinto fo dee.pe an O: 
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of Borneo and lulietl 

ZIttr. Ah fir, ah fir, deaths the end of all, 

R 0 , Spakeft thouof /«//*« how is it with h«r> 

Doth not fhe thinke me an old murtherer. 

Now I haue ftaind th e childhood of our ioy^ 

VVith blood remoued, but little from herowne? 

VVhere is fhe? and how doth fhefand what fayes 
My conceald Lady to our canceld loue? 

Nur. On fhe fayes nothing tir, but weeps and weeps* 

And now fals on her bed, and then ftarts vp. 

And Tybalt calls, and then on Romeo cries. 

And then do wne falls againe, 

Ro. As if that name fhot from the deadly leuell of a gun. 
Did murther her, as that names curfed hand 
Murdrcd her kinfman. Oh tell me F rier, tell me. 

In what vile part of this Anatomic 

Doth my name lodge? Tell tne,that I may fackc 

The hatefull tnanfion. 

Fri. Hold thy defperate hand: 

Art thou a man? thy forme cries outthou art: 

Thy teares are womanilh, thy wild afts deuotc 
The vnreafonablefurie of a bealf; 

Vnfeemely woman in a fceming man. 

And ill befeeming beaft in feeming both. 

Thou haft amaz’dme. By my holy order, 

I thought thy difpofition better temperd. 

Haft thouflaineTj^V? wiltchou flay thy felfe? 

And (lay thy Lady, that in thy life lies, 

By doing damned hate vpon thy ftlfe? 

Why raj left thou on thy birth? the heauen and earth? 

Since birth, and heauen and earth, all three doe meet 
In thee at once, which thou at once w ouldfl loofe* 

Fie.fie, thou fhatneft thy fhape,thy loue, thy wit. 

Which like a Vfureraboundft inail: 

And vfeft none in that true vfe indeed , 

Which lhould bedeeke thy fhape, thy lotle, thy wit: 

Thy noble fliape, is but a forme of waxe, 
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